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Had left them nearly thirty years ago,
And they had never had a word from him                  200
In all that time . . . The reckless blow
Of his unldndness struck his mother low. . , .
Her hair, as ruddy as the fern
In late September by a moorland burn,
Had shrivelled rimy-white
In one short summer's night :
And they had looked and looked for his return . . .
His mother set for him at every meal
And kept his bed well aired . , . the knife and fork
I'd used were John's . . . but as all hope grew dim     210
She sickened, dwindling feebler every day,
Though, when it seemed that she must pass away,
She grew more confident that, ere she passed,
A stranger would bring news to her at last
Of her lost son.    " And when I woke in bed
Beside her as the dawn was burning red,
She turned to me with sleepless eyes and said :
* The news will come to-day.J "
He spoke no more ; and silent in my seat
With burning eyes upon the burning peat                   220
I pondered on the strangest of strange things
That had befallen in my vagrant life,
And how at last my idle wanderings
Had brought me to this old man and his wife :
And as I brooded o'er the blaze,
I thought with awe of that steadfast desire
Which, unto me unknown,
Had drawn me through long years by such strange ways
From that dark fo'c'sle to this cottage fire.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